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Author's Notes: 
*Ecstasy of Gold playing in the background* I'm back bitches 


This is actually based off of an anon request | got a million years ago about Dave/Kirk doing coke in the 40s. 
I'm sorry if this isn't very good (or kinda depressing), but | haven't written anything in 4 months so l'm trying 


lol 


It was an after party for a press gig they did with the rest of the Big Four bands and everyone was there. 
Jason was off mingling with some of the guys from Anthrax while James and Lars were chatting up Jeff and 
Tom from Slayer. The guys from Megadeth seemed to be scattered all around in different groups as well. All 


except for one person And that one person was Dave Mustaine. 


Dave was off to the side by himself for the most part, though Nick and Marty would occasionally try to get 
him to hang out with some of the other guys. But for some reason he was resigned to staying put despite 
their best efforts. Dave looked bored out of his mind, like he didn't even want to be there, and he wondered if 
it had anything to do with Lars, James, or even Kirk himself. 


Much like Dave, Kirk was also off in a corner and keeping to himself. He didn't really like socializing too much 
after doing interviews for the press and just wanted to have the rest of his night be relatively chill. So he 
stood there and watched everyone else catch up and have a good time while he had a few drinks to help him 
unwind a little. Every so often his gaze would wander over towards Dave to see how he was holding up. He 


stared only long enough to make a brief assessment before he went back to people watching 


As the night wore on, Kirk opened up a little more and chatted with a few of the guys from the Big Four 
bands whenever they happened to walk by briefly. They mostly just had conversations near him while Kirk 
listened; sometimes offering a few words or laughs here and there whenever applicable. But even when he got 
into a proper conversation he found his attention drifting off towards the other side of the room to where he 


knew Dave would be. 


Sure enough, when his eyes darted over Dave was still in the same spot, but this time he had company and he 
wasn't immediately shooing them away. Kirk didn't recognize the guy Dave was talking to, but became intrigued 
when he saw the man lean into Dave to whisper in his ear. Kirk furrowed his eyebrows and watched them 
closely. The guy said some things to Dave and then Dave handed over what looked like a wad of money. The 
man snatched it up, pocketed it, and then grabbed Dave's hand to slip something into his palm. 


Kirk instantly connected the dots because it was an interaction he knew all too well. It was something he 
thought he'd never bear witness to ever again, but seeing it transpire before his eyes, and with such ease, 
shook something loose inside of him. It was a deep, unquenchable thirst for the one thing he swore he would 
never partake in again for as long as he lived. But, fuck, it's so easy to fall back into old habits. Especially when 
everything is so accessible for people like Dave and himself. 


He was suddenly envious of the fact that Dave had something he desired, something he knew he shouldn't want 
but something he craved all the same. Like having an itch that you're not allowed to scratch. Kirk's inner 
dilemma was perpetuated further when Dave discretely shoved what he had in his hand into his pocket and 
slipped out of the room. The implication of what Dave was intending to do next sent Kirk's stomach aflutter. 


That all too familiar feeling of giddiness coiled deep inside him until it felt like his intestines were tied into knots. 
The sensation was akin to nausea; not in the sense of disgust, but from excitement. The likes of which Kirk 
only ever experienced when he was still using. He both despised and coveted that feeling, because he knew it 
could go one of two ways. Either he ignored it and threw up or he surrendered and gave into temptation just 


so he could feel something again. If only for a moment. 

"Hey man, you don't look too hot," Joey from Anthrax observed when he noticed how quiet and pale Kirk got. 
"Hmm? Oh, yeah. |, uh, think | drank too much," Kirk stammered as he tried to remember how to talk. He 
clutched at his stomach and set his half finished drink down on a nearby table and excused himself. "M'gonna 
go to the bathroom." 


| hope you feel better," Joey offered in a concerned tone. 


Kirk appreciated the sympathy but he highly doubted he would feel better any time soon, even after he was 
able to hurl. He staggered out into the hallway and navigated his way to the bathroom. His skin felt hot and 
cold at the same time and he began to sweat as if he was coming down with a fever. Kirk weaved in and out 
of nausea; constantly feeling on the verge of puking, but just dry heaving instead. He wasn't sure if it was 
because he hadn't eaten for most of the day or if his body was just subconsciously holding it in until he got 
to a toilet. 


Whatever the case may be, it still felt like an eternity before Kirk made it to a bathroom to relieve himself. It 
certainly didn't help that he started to feel dizzy when his skin got too hot. But Kirk soldiered through it and 
eventually made it to his porcelain sanctuary. He may have slammed the door open a little too hard, but what 


could you do when it felt as if it was taking all of your strength to do the most simple task? 


Kirk stopped over at the sink first to splash some water on his face in a desperate attempt to cool himself 
down. The water was tepid at best, but at least it was still cooler than his skin and anything felt better than 
nothing. Kirk stayed hunched over the sink, tossing handfuls of water back up into his face until he began to 
feel relatively normal again. The nausea was slowly starting to ebb away and Kirk was optimistic he'd be back 


with the rest of the guys in no time. 


In between splashing water on his face, Kirk caught movement in the mirror and quickly looked up at the 
reflection to see what it was. Any feeling of hope immediately drained from him and was replaced by that itch 
Staring back at him through the mirror was Dave, who had been tucked away in one of the stalls. He must've 


come out to see what the commotion was when he heard Kirk stumble into the bathroom. 


Kirk tried to convince himself that Dave just came in here to pee and that was it; after all, it was a bathroom. 
But Kirk knew better. Dave was in here to do one thing and one thing only if that little drug deal was any 
indication. Dave leaned against the stall and crossed his arms over his chest, prompting that sense of hunger 
mixed with dread to fill the emptiness in Kirk's stomach. 


Kirk turned around to face Dave and Dave looked at him with a sweeping gaze; scrutinizing every little aspect 
of Kirk. His skin was somehow flushed and pale all at once and the heavy eyeliner adorning his eyes had 
smudged slightly from the water, making them appear more wide and depthless in the fluorescent lighting. He 


looked like a scared animal caught in the crosshairs of a rifle. 


There were a million things going through Kirk's head. He half expected Dave to scowl and tell him to fuck off, 
but what he got instead caught him off guard. 


"Are you alright?" Dave inquired when Kirk just stood there silently staring at him. 
"| don't feel so good," Kirk managed to reply, feeling slightly out of breath. 
Dave pushed himself off the side of the stall and took a couple steps towards the brunette until Kirk was 


backed up against the counter. Kirk had his arms reclining back to grip the edge of the sink for added support 


because it felt like he'd faint any moment now. 


"No shit. You look like you could use a little pick me up," said Dave as he approached Kirk 


Dave fidgeted for a second before he produced a small glass vial from one of his closed fists like a sleight of 
hand magic trick. He held it with his fingertips and shook it a little to break up the white powder within it. Dave 
studied it briefly then looked back up at Kirk. 


"| was about to do a line," Dave informed him, unscrewing the cap to dab some of the powder onto the back of 


his hand. 


Kirk watched in anticipation as Dave raised his hand up and dipped his head down slightly. Dave seemed to move 
in slow motion, as if it were a big spectacle just to tease Kirk. Kirk licked his dry lips and nibbled on the bottom 
one, tracking every miniscule movement Dave made. A sense of gratification and euphoria washed over Kirk the 
exact moment Dave inhaled the white powder into his nose, somewhat satiating that craving vicariously 


through the other man. But it wasn’t enough to quell that hunger entirely. 


"Wanna join me?" Dave inquired, sprinkling another jagged line of coke onto his hand and holding it out towards 


Kirk. 


Kirk eyed it precariously. It was something he both feared and desired greatly, but he felt one of those 
emotions more than the other. And, sadly, it wasn't the one he was hoping for. Kirk squirmed, feeling restless 
as he flip flopped between what he should do. He knew he should turn around and walk out the door; be the 
bigger man But the lesser part of himself, the part that was starved for immediate satisfaction, salivated at 


the invitation. 
"| don't think | should," Kirk uttered in a worried tone. 


"Come on, one line won't kill you," Dave reassured, stepping closer with his hand out. "Don't you wanna feel 


good?" 


"Well, y-yeah. | wanna feel g-good," Kirk answered shakily; the pressure of making a decision here and now 


getting the better of his nerves. 
"Then what are you waiting for?" Dave posed rhetorically, shoving his hand in Kirk's face. "Go for it" 


There was a moment of hesitation as Kirk looked from Dave's face down towards the powder piled messily on 
the back of his hand. For a second Kirk genuinely believed he could stifle his baser urges, but he was naive to 
think he hadn't already made up his mind the minute he saw Dave do a line. He was supposed to be above all 
of this by now, getting his life back on track and cleaning up his lifestyle. He should've known better than to 
accept the offer, but the temptation was so overpowering that Kirk was willing to leap before even taking a 


moment to think things through more thoroughly. 


His choice had been made. 


Kirk let go of the sink and leaned forward until his face was hovering above Dave's outstretched hand. He 
plugged his left nostril with a finger and inhaled the white powder deeply through his right. It tickled the inside 
of his nostril, causing Kirk to sniffle and rub at his nose as it burned its way into his nasal cavity. Once the 
burning sensation had subsided and the sweet chemical taste had dissipated, it was replaced by the euphoric 
numbness Kirk had become so addicted to in the first place. 


It had been so long since Kirk last used that the moment it hit his system it made him incredibly hard. His dick 
swelled and strained within his leather pants to the point of discomfort, but Kirk was riding so high that he 
just felt pleasantly tingly and numb all over. Kirk shuddered as he was overcome with that initial wave and all 


the doubts and worries he previously had seemed to just melt away. 
"| need a minute,” Kirk murmured as his legs kind of gave out. 


He felt Dave's arms wrap around his waist, presumably to keep him from falling, and Kirk instinctively swooned 
into the contact. He had his hands braced against Dave's chest and buried his face into the crook of Dave's 
neck as he took a moment to recuperate. Dave gazed down at the man squirming in his arms and smirked 


when he noticed the sizable bulge tenting the front of Kirk's pants. 
"Fuck." Dave swore with an amused chuckle. "It really hit you hard, didn't it?" 


"M'sorry," Kirk apologized timidly; face burning with embarrassment. He arched further into Dave like a cat 
wanting attention and gripped the front of his shirt. "It just feels so fucking good" 


"You know what would feel even better?" Dave proposed, grabbing Kirk just under his chin to raise his head up. 


Dave stared down into Kirk's eyes, which had gone nearly pitch black from how dilated his pupils were, and ran 
his thumb tantalizingly slow across Kirk's bottom lip. Dave leaned down until their mouths were only a few 
inches apart and rubbed his nose against Kirk's in a soothing, intimate gesture. Without hesitation, or warning, 


Dave closed the gap between them and pressed his lips Kirk's. 


Their first kiss, though catching Kirk off guard, was surprisingly gentle. Then again, Kirk didn't really know what 
to expect from Dave since he was never anticipating getting kissed by him in the first place. Even though it 
completely blindsided Kirk, it did manage to break him out of his initial stupor. Once that wave of debilitating 


bliss wore off, Kirk was able to experience that surge of energy and alertness he was so accustomed to. 


Kirk regained the strength back in his legs and rose up to meet Dave's advance. He threw his arms around 
Dave's neck, prompting Dave to sort of cradle Kirk in an embrace. One of Dave's hands was situated on the 
small of Kirk's back while the other came up to cup the base of his neck. The leverage Dave had from this 
allowed him to control the kiss and ultimately dictate the pace they'd be going at. 


It started out experimental; soft little pecks here and there to test the waters. The kind of kisses that 
gradually built up in intensity when both parties began to relax and get into a rhythm. It was mostly just to 


see if Kirk was comfortable with this, if nothing else. So when Kirk reciprocated and started kissing back, the 
more intense Dave got, switching out slow and precise for fast and sloppy. It left Kirk slightly dizzy when he 
was suddenly bombarded with a flurry of kisses, but he held onto Dave and went along for the ride. 


The hand that cradled the nape of Kirk's neck slowly crept around until Dave had his palm enclosed over Kirk's 
throat. Dave's grip was firm, keeping Kirk's head in place as he ravaged the other man's mouth with needy 
kisses. Kirk whimpered into Dave's mouth when he felt his grip tighten ever so slightly. It wasn't enough to cut 
off his oxygen but the coke had made the back of his throat go a little numb after snorting it so, for a few 
seconds, it felt as though Kirk's breath was stifled. 


It only made Kirk more horny and had him grinding himself against the other man in no time. Dave had pushed 
Kirk back into the edge of the counter during their messy making out and slotted his leg between Kirk's thighs, 
allowing the brunette to hump him. Kirk thought he'd come in his pants just from this alone, and he would 
have too, but Dave seemed to have other ideas before it could get too out of hand. 


Dave broke the kiss but kept his hand wrapped around Kirk's neck to hold him off for the time being. 
"Have you ever gotten off like this before?" Dave murmured against Kirk's lips. 


Kirk could only shake his head wordlessly as he panted and squirmed. Despite how many times Kirk had done 
coke before in the past, he never once tried to have an orgasm while he was high on it. The implication, 
however, turned him on beyond belief. 


"Do you want me to help you come?" Dave followed up, proposing an offer Kirk couldn't possibly refuse. 


For a moment, Kirk thought he was losing his mind. No way was fhe Dave Mustaine really offering to do 
something like that for him. Then again, Dave shared his coke with him and they did kind of make out and 
stuff. Letting Dave Mustaine give him a hand job in a public bathroom while he was high on coke seemed 
pretty par for the course, all things considered. So Kirk simply nodded his head yes in response to Dave's 


question. 


Dave regarded his reaction with a smirk and stepped back. His hand left Kirk's throat briefly so he could dig 
around in his pocket. After a couple seconds Dave pulled out the same little glass vial as before and twisted 
the cap off. He shook some white powder onto the back of his hand and quickly sniffed it. He repeated the 
process again and offered the second hit to Kirk who accepted it without even batting an eye. 


There was a sharp sting in his nose this time and he felt the beginnings of a nosebleed coming on, but Kirk 
was so beyond caring that he just wanted instant gratification no matter how momentary it may be. And Dave 


delivered. 


He undid the front of Kirk's tight leather pants, alleviating some of the pressure that had built up from his 


erection. Kirk helped shimmy his pants down a little, far enough so Dave could free Kirk's cock from his 


underwear. Kirk gasped the moment the cool air hit his dick It felt so good that Kirk was sure the slightest 


gust of air could make him come right now, but that notion was soon shot down. 


Kirk let out a shuddering gasp the moment Dave's hand curled around his cock. The jolt it sent throughout 
Kirk's body was enough to momentarily stagger him, causing him to swoon against the other man for support. 
Dave held him close for a few seconds before pushing him against the counter. Kirk reclined back with his 
palms braced on the edge of the sink, leaving his entire body on display for Dave. 


Dave wasted no time in setting out to do what he had intended to. He started by gently stroking Kirk's dick, 
spreading around the pre-come that seemed to endlessly ooze from the tip until his entire cock was slick with 
it. From there it was pretty much fair game. It wouldn't take much to get Kirk off, especially when his skin 
was hot and sensitive to the touch, but Dave figured he'd at least do Kirk the courtesy of drawing it out a 
little bit. Then again, that might not even be feasible depending on how far gone Kirk currently is. 


It took little to no effort to find a pleasurable enough pace that had Kirk moaning with ecstasy. Dave was 
pretty sure he could just breathe on Kirk's dick and have him come that way, but where's the fun in that? 
Instead he twisted and curled his fist along Kirk's cock, keeping a somewhat firm grip for the most part except 
for when he thought Kirk was about to come. Then he would ease up and use a looser grip. This helped to 


prolong the experience for Kirk, even if the other man wasn't fully aware of it. 


All that mattered to Kirk was getting off like Dave had promised him. He wasn't privy to all the little nuances 
Dave tried to incorporate. Like how much pressure he was applying or whenever the pad of his thumb swiped 
across the weeping slit of his cock. Kirk was so numb with pleasure that every little touch felt just as good as 
the last no matter what Dave did. The only difference was that Kirk's cock seemed to throb and pulsate even 
harder than what he was used to, but that was most likely because of the drugs. 


Kirk was so dizzy with arousal that he barely registered most of what came after those first initial touches. 
He just remembered experiencing an undulating wave of euphoria wash through him as he came hard. The 
orgasm was so intense that it left him feeling like, what he can only describe as, felevision static. Like the 
sensation of your foot falling asleep as the blood drained from it except all over your body. It took so much 
out of Kirk that he actually did lose feeling in his legs for a few moments, leaving Dave to prop him up until he 


recovered. 


Everything was such a blur in his post-orgasmic haze that Kirk was almost certain that he was dreaming and 
he'd wake up with a hangover any moment now. So could you really blame Kirk when James, Lars, and Jason 
came storming into the bathroom worried sick about him when he didn't return? Oddly enough, it still didn't 
feel real even when the guys crowded him and picked him up off of the ground. 


The situation didn't start to sink in until James began to clean him up while the other two steadied him. James 
had to gently tap his cheek a couple of times before he became lucid enough to understand what was 
happening. James had got a paper towel wet and was dabbing away at the sweat on his in an attempt to cool 
Kirk down. He also took extra care when wiping away the blood that had dried around Kirk's nose when he got a 


nosebleed from snorting earlier. 


Even as Kirk regained awareness, he only caught bits and pieces here and there as his bandmates took care of 


him. 
"k he gonna be alright?" He heard Jason ask in a worried tone. 
"When did he start using again?" Lars had wondered out loud, perplexed by the state of him. 


"Hey, look at me. Everythings gonna be fine. Okay?" James had reassured, though the statement lacked 


confidence. 

Kirk closed his eyes and tuned everything out, not wanting to face the consequences of his harsh reality. He 
told himself that everything would go away; go back to the way it was before he had entered the bathroom 
and encountered Dave. All he had to do was count to ten, open his eyes, and he would awaken from this 


nightmare. 
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Ím gonna wake up.. 


b. 
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Any moment now.. 


